HUNGARIAN   SUMMER
before them, with its few goods and chattels, homeless, despairing,
hungry. The four horsemen were on the prowl again. I looked
into that world when I flew to Prague, when I flew to Geneva. It
poked its foul head even into my dwelling when I touched a
switch, and the radio blared into the room the raving, ranting
voices of the new Caesars.
But when I came back from my flying excursions, or turned the
knob and silenced that blasphemous box, there was a peace, in that
little refuge in a green corner of Budapest, that came to you like
a warm and fleecy blanket in a bitter cold night. I loved it.
Always there was, far at the back of my mind, the thought of that
outer world, the thought of the future, the rage that men of my
vintage must feel, if they have any feelings, when they look at
the wreck of their hopes, at the shambles that 1938 has made out
of 1918, when they think of the men who have committed these
things or those old, rich men, more guilty still, who have omitted
to prevent them, or did not want to prevent them.
But on those afternoons and evenings in Budapest this cankerous
anger was only like the faint and distant clangour of an alarm bell
in a still night. Here was peace and beauty. I loved my books —
not mine, but mine for the nonce — I loved those quiet and starry
evenings on the balcony, when we threw a rope of hopes into the
air and sent the cherub of our imagination skimming up it, when
the lights spattered on the black bowl that was the Schwabenberg
grew brighter and brighter, the wine better and better, when the
cheery German landlady brought coffee and sandwiches and
retailed the talk of the town, when the moon rose higher and
higher and the barking of the dogs filled the night and then
gradually dwindled and was hushed, the last omnibus clattered
by at the bottom of the road, the yellow windows blackened one
after another — when Budapest went to bed and we sat there,
talking quietly of the things that had been and were to come.
Unforgettably tranquil days and nights, stolen from Babel.
I must make an honest man of myself about Hungary. In
Insanity Fair I included a chapter about Hungary, too hurriedly
strung together and filled with the irritation that Hungary
63

